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	Runaway

He was leaving this time. No longer would he sit by and suffer the abuse that was thrown at him again and again. They didn't even know what they were doing and how much of a toll it took on him.

He was in the middle of shoving clothes into his bag when the door to the apartment slammed open and his commanding officer stormed in. "Fullmetal!" he barked. "Stop whatever you're doing!"

"Leave me alone, Colonel Bastard!" he snapped. "You can't stop me this time."

Mustang found the boy in the bedroom and wrenched the bag from his grip, tossing it aside. "What do you think you're doing?"

"What's it look like? I'm running away."

"No, you're not," he said sternly.

"You think you can stop me?" the teen said mockingly. He threw his silver watch at the man and pushed past him, picking up the bag again. "Nobody can stop me now. Not you, not the military, not Al–"

"Slow down and at least tell me what brought this on. You stormed out of a mission briefing without a word!"

"You're all jerks, you know that? You tease me so much and I'm sick of putting up with it!"

He was silent as the blond transformed before his eyes, from the hot-tempered alchemist everyone knew into a hysterical mess.

"You point out all my flaws and you rub my screw ups in my face and brag about how you never made such mistakes in your early days and... and..."

He broke down in tears and Mustang took the bag from him again, laying its contents out on the bed: a few days worth of clothes, a map of the Central sector of Amestris, matches, crackers and other prepackaged foods, a few water bottles, the travelogue he always carried on him, and his wallet. He was surprised to find it empty except for a picture of him and Alphonse as children.

"Fullmetal, think this through," he said in the most even tone he could manage.

"Stop calling me that," he said in a low voice, glaring at the man. "I'm not part of the military anymore."

Again his eyes drifted to the supplies and lingered on the wallet.

The blond put everything back into the bag and scowled. "Alright, fine, I was gonna use the watch to withdraw my research funds. So what? I can get a job somewhere instead."

"Fullm– er... Edward, please think this through."

"I already did," he snapped. "Why the hell do you think I had every thing ready? Do you even realize how much it hurts to only have your mistakes pointed out? You have not given me a single compliment since I became a State Alchemist!"

"Of course that's not true," Mustang argued.

The blond grabbed a notebook and opened it to a page at random. "April 3rd, came back from Resit. Was told to not miss the train next time and stop causing so many problems. May 16th, got back from Gegota. Instructed to stop being so childish and get my damn work done sooner. June 23rd, back from Resembool after getting automail worked on. Told to stop messing around in the country and get back to work like the rest of us."

"That can't be–"

"August 17th, came back from a longer mission in Cekes."

"Don't do this."

"So you remember? Then I'm sure I don't need to remind you of how you yelled at me for being incompetent and nearly broke my arm because I tried to defend myself."

"It was a rough day," he said weakly.

"So when I'm having a rough day I'm not allowed to so much as look at you the wrong way, but you can pull me over your desk and punch me."

"Edward, please–"

"I'm done, Mustang. I'm done with all of it."

He threw the book aside and made sure to step on his watch on the way out, the man flinching as the glass shattered and the ticking stopped.

"What about Alphonse?" he asked in a desperate attempt to keep the boy from leaving.

Edward stopped with one hand on the doorknob. "Alphonse can take care of himself," he said without turning around. "He's a skilled alchemist now."

"You know that's not what I meant, Edward. What's Alphonse going to do when he finds out his brother ran away from him?"

"We're used to people leaving," he said in a hollow tone. "He'll get over it."

The raven haired man watched helplessly as his subordinate walked out with the pack slung over his shoulder and didn't look back.

* * *

><p><em>Goddamn it's amazing how fighting for three hours will affect your mood. As if that didn't clue you in, this is vent material I'm proud of enough to post here. I wasn't considering running away or anything of the sort but I wasn't about to sit around and pretend nothing was wrong. ~DaisyDogOx<em>


End file.
